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next to those who head the movement, are generally 
those who bring up the rear of it. 



JACOBUS. 

A BRBTON L^aEND. B7 8. BOPABTZ. 

CHAPTER VII. 

THE PHILOSOPHBE HABOUN AOT) HIS DAUGHTEE SAPHIBA. 

Abbited at Toledo, Jacobus began by becoming an 
apostate; an indispensable condition for his admission 
to either the public or secret discourses of the mussul- 
man philosophers. He pursued his studies with so great 
ardor and perseverance as to have applied to him what 
the chronicler Sigebert wrote of the Archbishop of 
Rheims, " He surpassed Ptolemy in knowledge of the 
astrolabe, Alexander in the science of the stars, and 
Fr^min in that of destiny." 

He learned how to translate the song of birds, and 
how to detect the symbolic meaning of their capricious 
flight. He knew the formulas by which souls, subjected 
to the empire of the evil spirit, are summoned from hell 
and purgatory, and the incantations which Revive the 
£intastic shapes of men and things passed away. He 
studied, moreover, the prophetic combination of letters 
and numbers so as to penetrate the secrets of the future ; 
he finally acquired the power of concentrating and 
directing the lightning and the tempest. In a word, he 
was the ablest scholar in the university, and the profes- 
sors with one accord proclaimed him their equal. 

One day Jacobus invented an organ, which, by a 
wonderful mechanism, was so constructed as to utter 
sounds by steam, and to imitate in succession the pipes 
and voices of shepherds, trumpets, and the reverbera- 
tion of thunder. This masterpiece excited great enthu- 
siasm among the people of Toledo, and Jaeobus was led 
in triumph through the streets of the city, mounted on 
a white charger which was covered with the richest 
golden trappings. They bestowed on him a surname 
composed of forty-two syllables, which I am unable to 
repeat or translate in the terms of our barren language. 

The sultan obtained this organ at a most fabulous 
price, and placed it in the most beautiful apartment of 
his harem. 

In the midst of these rapid and dazzling successes. 
Jacobus found himself no happier than when in the 
abbey of the Holy Saviour of Bedon after his discovery 
of the manuscript. 

The cause of his grief stiU remained as before. 

He was now at Toledo, in that university so often 
dreamed of; he was the wisest of his class and as wise 
as the wisest of its professors— except one. 

The fame of Haroun, the philosopher, had spread 
over Spain, and even throughout Africa, and it was so 
great that there was none other comparable to it, and 
it was justified by the incredible wonders which he 
djuly performed with his magical science. This occult 



knowledge lay hidden in a mysterious book that the 
magician had received from his ancestors, and which 
was written by the veritable hand of Solomon, when 
this prince, after denying his God, had passed from the 
arms of a courtesan to the altars of his idols. Thanks 
to this book, Haroun, by the side of the other wise men 
of Toledo, was like the sun among the stars, or as the 
sultan in the midst of his attendants. 

Haroun guarded his treasure with jealous watchftil- 
ness ; it was his glory, his fortune, his life. And, as he 
had no son, which he bitterly regretted, the inheritance 
of its precious and wonderful secret was reserved for 
the husband of Saphira, his only daughter. It is im- 
portant to state that Saphira was the ugliest of the 
daughters of Eve, which fact, it cannot be denied, 
provoked his appreciation of the book, causing it truly 
to be held at an incalculable valuation. 

That, therefore, which excited the despondency of 
Jacobus, embittering aU his triumphs, proceeded from 
the philosopher Haroun's book. 

Jacobus strained every nerve to win the kindly con- 
sideration of Haroun, He presented rich gifts to him, 
and composed a very long poem in his honor. The 
philosopher could not resist this last shaft, and there- 
after the same roof sheltered the poet and his hero ; but 
the book remained in concealment as well for Jacobus 
as for the meanest of the slaves. 

At the expiration of some months Jacobus became 
satisfied that he could never possess the book without 
the daughter. He resigned himself accordingly to 
whatever might happen. 

On the following day he made a passionate declara- 
tion to Saphira, and she with blushes confessed to him 
that she was very far from being indifierent to him. 
Haroun, on his part, yielded to the suit of his pupil with 
extreme condescension, and told him how happy he was 
to know that, after the death of its present owner, the 
precious manuscript of Solomon would fall into such 
reliable and honored hands. 

Now, Haroun was still young and in vigorous health, 
and Jacobus, on discovering that he would be com- 
pelled to await the philosopher's death before handling 
the book so dearly purchased, secretly made a most 
fiightful grimace. 

The time which elapsed between his conquest of 
Saphira's hand and the betrothal seemed to be a century 
for her and an hour for Jacobus. Long resolved upon 
any extreme rather than to forego the possession of 
Solomon's manuscript. Jacobus saw present trials com- 
pensated by an infinite recompense in the future. 

Haroun, on the evening of the marriage, drank 
enough for a philosopher,, and a great deal too much for 
a mussulman, indeed, to such an extent that they were 
compelled to bear him I'everently to his bed. 

Jacobus, remaining alone with Saphira, demanded of 
her, without appearing to attach much importance to 
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the inquiry, if she had any knowledge of the place 
where her father kept the magical book of which he 
had repeatedly spoken. Saphira naively replied that 
the manuscript was deposited every night tmder the 
pillow by Haroun's side. 

At this instant Haroim began to snore, and with a 
deep swell similar to that of the wind in the lofty naves 
of cathedrals. A piece of silken tapestry alone sepa- 
rated him from the lovers. 

"Wit and audacity!" exclaimed Jacobus, and he 
instantly seized Saphira and entwined her in his nervous 
arms,' and Saphira, aghast, fainted quite away. 

Jacobus let her sink upon the carpet, which stifled 
the noise of her fell, and, without delay, proceeded 
breathlessly to Haroun's bedside. Haroun still steadily 
snored; his wine-soaked head hung pendent from his 
couch, and from imder the deranged pillow there 
appeared a small, black, unomamented box. Jacobus 
did not doubt but that it contained the manuscript of 
Solomon, and to grasp it and rush from the house and 
take to the fields was for him but the work of a mo- 
ment. 

The sharp, fresh night air as it entered the room 
through the window which the robber left open in his 
flight, brought Saphira to herself and she uttered a 
piercing cry, and this cry aroused the philosopher, who, 
in his turn, roared so as to bring the whole house to its 
feet. There was at first a tumult of questionings, out of 
which it was impossible to procure any satisfaction. 
Explanations could not be obtained from Saphira ; and 
the philosopher was about to enter upon an infinite 
series of inductions, when a glance that fell by chance 
upon his bed, showed him the overturned pDlow and 
the casket gone. 

A flash of light dawned upon him. Haroun, pale and 
overwhelmed, rushed to the open window, which both 
you and I would likewise doubtless have done ; his 
gaze, instead of being directed to the horizon, fixed itself 
on the stars that glistened in the lovely sky ; we, per- 
haps, would have acted otherwise — ^but you and I, 
reader, are not philosophers. 

Haroun, through his knowledge of the stars, readily 
recognized that the star of Jacobus was flying west- 
ward, with great rapidity, and that it was twisting 
and turning in a thousand circles in the azure of the 
firmament. 

" To horse, to horse ! Arms ! Lights ! the brigand 
is on foot and may be easily caught !" 

The order was obeyed without hesitation or delay, 
and the caravan set out. Haroun led the pursuers and 
acted as guide, his eyes steadily fixed upon the ac- 
cusing star. 

Jacobus, however, who was quite as accomplished as 
the philosopher in his knowledge of the constellations, 
chanced at this instant to turn his eyes upward to the 
clear, transparent vault, and he caught sight of the star 



of Haroun. " Ah !" ssdd he, " Master Haroun is stirring 
and already in pursuit. But he no longer possesses the 
talisman of Solomon, and we are now evenly matched. 
It will be sad, indeed, if I prove the dupe !" 

The fugitive had reached a small stream over which 
a wooden bridge had been thrown. 

Now, it is well for you to know that all the magic in 
the world is powerless over him who touches neither 
the ground nor the water. 

Jacobus accordingly glided under the bridge, and 
clasping one of the timbers which formed its arch, he 
clung firmly and noiselessly to it. 

At this instant his star disappeared. 

"Alas, alas !" cried Haroun, when he observed this; 
" the traitor escapes us ! His star has vanished 1 Where 
seek him henceforward ? Possessing the book of Solo- 
mon, he can render himself invisible, change his form 
and fly the seas ! No power on earth may contend 
with him I Alas, alas I I have naught now left but to 
die!" 

The unfortunate man turned back upon the road to 
Toledo, tearing his beard and hdr out by the roots. 

On the following day he was found dead of despair. 

Saphira soon followed him to the tomb. 

CHAPTER VIIL 

OP THE COMPACT WHICH JACOBUS MADE WITH THB 
DEVIL. 

Jacobus read the first line on the first page of the 
cabalistic manuscript. 

" Here am I !" exclaimed a voice. 

It was the devil. 

If I should undertake to describe the form which 
Satan had assumed on this occasion, I could only speak 
of it conjecturally, as there is no document transmitted 
to these days, nor painting, sculpture or inscription, 
which conveys to the mind the least suggestion of it. 

And, as I like to employ my imagination on almost 
any other subject than a diabolical portrait, it might, if 
allowed to act for itself, produce, perhaps, a very ugly 
figure. Besides, I fear that some reader might regard 
the portrait as a personality, and, out of spite, cast my 
book aside without finishing it. 

" Here am I," then said the devil. 

" Very well, master," replied Jacobus. 

" What can I do for you, or rather for thee — thee sig- 
nifies trost^and afiection, and is a peculiarly diabolical 
term, is it not ?" 

" Granted on the score of reciprocity and clearly un- 
derstood." 

" Clearly enough ! now, what dost thou desire ?" 

" I desire that thou wouldst make me as happy as it 
is possible to be in this world ; in respect to the future 
life, I have no feith in it, and I imagine thou will reserve 
that to thyself." 
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" My wise friend, I do thee the honor to suppose that 
thou liest ; for it is evident that when a man holds con- 
verse with the devil, he must be stupid to doubt the 
existence of worlds differing from that in which he lives 
for the time being." 

" True. But thou knowest better than any one, that 
a lie is the distinguishing mark of philosophy, and as 
for the future life, I abandon it to thee, but I reserve 
this life to myself, and I must be happy here — dost thou 
nnderstand ?" 

" Happy I happy ! 'Tis a vague term !" 

" Yes, happy ! I well know how much may be said 
on this subject — ^but I leave it to the moralists. I am 
content to admit that thou art able to secure to me the 
material things which I need in order to realize happi- 
ness here on earth. And first, I demand gold." 

" With the gold, thou demandest — ^for I will complete 
thy thought — and one thing astonishes me that the 
brains of all ambitious men should crave the same 
pleasures and the same preferments — with gold thou 
wilt expect to indulge in feastings, and to possess know- 
ledge, and to enjoy power ; and at night, after the revel, 
when thou layest aside thy king's or poet's crown, thou 
wouldst betake thyself to the perfumed and voluptuous 
couch ? Is it not so ?" 

" Somewhat, except that I desire to obtain wealth, 
honor and pleasure without labor and without delay ; 
if I am obliged to resort to the alchemist's crucible, or 
to bargain with Jews to obtain gold, thou wilt admit 
that it is perfectly useless, if not destruction, to give 
myself up to thee." 

" The idea is not a bad one, and thy sagacity pleases 
me, and the more that it is rarely found with those who 
negotiate in my sphere of diplomacy. It is only simple- 
tons who sell their souls into infinite misery and receive 
no earthly profit for their eternal damnation. Let us 
speak as friends." 

" I am attentive.' 

*' It is at once important that thou shouldst know, my 
worthy friend, that gold makes not itself and that all 
the gold which circulates in this lower sphere is at this 
present moment to be found in somebody's pocket ; 
there are two ways by which it may be abstracted ; one 
is by labor, which thou dost not accept, and the other, 
robbery, which thou wilt, perhaps, likewise repudiate." 

" Robbery is vile, and, moreover, dangerous." 

" How proceed then ? for thou knowest that without 
money, power, pleasure and preferment are ^ot to be 
had." 

" True ; but if thou hast no more skill than another, 
and thou canst not provide me with any resources but 
those employed in all ages and in every country by 
honest people and ordinary fools alike, I pray thee to 
annul our contract and to depart, for, to be candid with 
thee, my master, thy presence exhales a very unwhole- 
some and disagreeable atmosphere." 



Here the devil burst into a laugh, exclaiming to him- 
self " This fellow pleases me exceedingly I" 

After Satan had finished his laugh, he sneezed, and 
this occasioned the shock of an earthquake, the conse- 
quences of which were most especially fatal at Lisbon. 

CHAPTER IX. 
CONTIinTATION OF THE FOEEGOING. 

" It is very unfortunate for thee," SMd the demon, 
after a few moments' silence, " that, instead of being 
charged with a mission to destroy, I had not had the 
power to create I Ah, if thy birth had been retarded 
but a thousand years, what a destiny would have been 
thine ! A fortunate period that, when to pick the pocket 
of one's neighbor is not to rob ; when a few bits of paper 
dropped in a box convert a squalid poet and a rabid 
pamphleteer into sovereigns and arbiters over thirty 
millions of men I Fortunate period, when pope and 
kings fly from one exile to another, and when the pre- 
cepts of the Evangelists are invoked to legitimate and 
sanctify revolt and a confiscation of pur neighbors' pro- 
perty ! Time thrice foi-tunate, when, sole sovereign of 
chaos, I shall stretch forth my arm and wield my scep- 
tre over the ruins and ashes of the whole of Europe !" 

" All very well, master, but just now I am here on 
this spot, and it is neither thy &ult nor mine that the 
ripping of another's purse is still called robbery, and 
that it is not easy to drive from his donjon, I will not 
say a king, but the most insignificant banneret. AUow 
me to repeat, that I desire riches, pleasures and power 
without labor and without care, and if thou canst not 
provide me with these, I make the sign of the Cross and 
resume my standing as an honest man." 

"Come, my worthy friend, no quarrelling! My 
power is not so limited as it may appear to thee, and 
when I hold one in the estimation in which I hold thee, 
I know how to prove myself worthy of my name and 
promises. I wish to confide to thee a magic word by 
which thy soul may become free of thy body and enter 
into any other body it may select and follow its destiny. 
Thou wilt have only to make choice, and thy soul 
will be the tenant of the happiest form that exists on 
earth." 

" Ha, ha ! this begins to look attractive, Satanas ! 
And since thou hast so much friendship for me, quickly 
impart the magic word, for thou mayst rest assured it 
is not thy form that I would first select." 

" Patiently, messire ; I never bargain without profit. 
If I grant thee the word, I must have possession of thy 
soul," 

" Agreed. I suppose thee to be acting in good feith, 
notwithstanding thou art everywhere designated as the 
Father of Lies. After having secured my soul, I can- 
not imagine that thou wouldst be in haste to cause my 
death." 
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" Oh, by no means ! The wonderful power of chang- 
ing bodies, and the information that thou wilt find in 
the precious manuscript of King Solomon concerning 
the destinies of those aroimd thee, wiU preserve thee 
from all danger, and will enable thee to attain to the 
extremest verge of life, even to the very age of Methu- 
saleh." 

" An honest agreement, and I accept the contract." 

" I have yet to make known to thee that there are 
two places on the earth where my power ceases, and 
where thou wilt inevitably peiish if once thou settest 
thy foot in them — ^Rome and Jerusalem. The cross of 
the Nazarene and the bones of the apostles are, I confess 
it to my shame, more potent than the power of hell. If 
thou hast no desire to die suddenly, go not either to 
Rome or to Jerusalem." 

" Thanks for a warning of which I shall profit. Ab- 
staining from Rome and Jerusalem, I cherish a well- 
founded hope of at least living a thousand years, and of 
witnessing the dawn of that bright diabolical era which 
thou hast but just alluded to. Done, master ! I give 

thee my soul, give me Eh I no grasp of the hand if 

you please !" 

Satan wrote the compact himself upon a piece of 
parchment of a very suspicious manufacture, and with 
an ink of a reddish tint, which was no less so, and he 
laid it before Jacobus. Jacobus signed the document, 
and the demon, opening the manuscript of Solomon, 
taught its possessor to read its mysteiious characters, 
and to pronounce the word which was to place In the 
hands of one man the entire power of the realm of hell. 

CHAPTER X. 

MA8TEE ANSKLM AHD THE SHEINB OB" NOTEK DAME DB 
LAOK. 

Jacobus took the road to Paris. 

Where is the man whose breast heaves with ambitious 
impulses who has not at some period of his life directed 
his steps toward Paris, buoyed up on the wings of illu- 
sion? 

Lutetia, city of filth and of wasted hearts, who may 
account for the irresistible magnetism which attracts to 
thee the genius, the intrigue, the grandeur and the 
baseness of every quarter of the globe ? No glory that 
thou dost not subject to thy supreme sanction, no crime 
that thou dost not foster and conceal in thy palaces or 
in thy sinks of iniquity ! 

Jacobus, then, took the road to Paris. 

Night had fallen when he arrived at a stopping-place, 
a small borough, the name of which history has not pre- 
served to us. This borough was in great commotion. 
Its inhabitants, men, women and children, had collected 
together and crowded themselves into the little square 
on one side of which was the parochial church, and on 
the other, a convent of nuns ; before the ecclesiastical 
residence, where the crowd was greatest, there could 



be distinguished a group of mules and pack-horses, with 
their heads bowed down to the ground by fatigue. 

" Oh, my God ! my God I" cried a stupefied priest, 
whom, by his dusty costume, it was easy to perceive 
was a stranger ; " no physician, not a soul in the place 
to relieve the sufferings of the venerable Anselm I" 

" None, brother," replied one of the monks ; "Father 
Bernard died only last year, peace to his soul! and 
none of the brethren of our chapter possess the secrets 
of the art of healing," 

" Do you requu'e a physician, brethren ?" asked Ja- 
cobus, who drew near the party, " If the affection be 
not unusual, and if I may not presume on my ability, I 
may, perhaps, be of service to you on this occasion, for 
I have studied during many days and many nights the 
profound writings of Galen and of the wise men of 
Araby." 

" Ah, noble doctor, Providence sends you hither !" 

" Doubtless," said Jacobus, 

"Enter, master — ^let us go in quickly," said the 
stranger priest. " An hour of comfort to the venerable 
Anselm will secure to you a thousand years of Para- 
dise !" 

" Amen !" responded Jacobus, 

And the three entered the great hall of the chapter- 
house. An old man in coarse habiliments lay stretched 
out on carpets and mantles, his wasted features plainly 
indicating that his body was a prey to the most intense 
suffering. Around him were gathered priests, monks 
and other attendants in their travelling garments and 
all fervently praying. 

Jacobus demanded to be left alone with the sick man. 
After a short interval he came forth and revived the 
hopes of the companions of Anselm; the evening repast 
which he shared with them was for all a pleasant enter- 
tainment, and one of a cheerful and decorous character. 

One of the strangers related the cause and the object 
of the journey. 

Two years before a noble castellan named Girard 
was performing his orisons on his bended knees in the 
church of Notre Dame, which is the cathedral church 
of Laon. Some enemies of the pious nobleman, who 
dared not make an attack on him elsewhere because he 
was much loved by the people, took advantage of the 
loneliness of the place to assault him unawares, and be- 
fore he was able to draw his sword to defend himself, 
he fell to the pavement pierced with a hundred blows. 
A torrent of blood inundated the desecrated church, 
and, what is horrible to state, the stones were so im- 
pregnated with the blood of the victim, that it was 
impossible for any human hand to remove the stain 
of it. 

Master Anselm being at that time the oldest of the 
chapter, one of the most learned clerks and of the 
purest life, declared to several discreet persons that the 
floor of the cathedral could never again be made clean 
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except by fire, for fire alone could wholly remove the 
trace of such a crime. Baudry, who was then Bishop 
of Laon, excommunicated two nobles who were strongly 
suspected of being the authors or the instigators of the 
assassination of Girard. A few days afterward the 
bishop fell dead fi-om the effects of poison, while de- 
scending the steps of the high altar. Heaven made its 
dread anger visible. On Thursday after Easter, a fire 
broke out in the episcopal palace and reduced it to 
ashes ; and from thence the avenging flames gained the 
cathedral edifice; then, for it was plainly to be seen 
that the conflagration had been lighted by a divine 
hand, the scourge seized, one after another, upon the 
churches and monasteries of the city, sparing only the 
houses of the citizens, there being not the slightest hope 
of opposing its ravages. Never, since the Temple of Je- 
rusalem was consumed according to the prophecies, in 
spite of the orders and efforts of Titus, had fire more 
completely wrought the vengeance of Heaven. Bar- 
thelemy, a very illustrious and capable man, had but just 
succeeded Baudry on the episcopal chair- of Laon. EUs 
first duty was to take measures to repair so many dis- 
asters. To this end he had chosen seven canons and 
seven citizens of Laon, who, under the charge of the 
venerable Anselm, were to traverse the different pro- 
vinces of the Christian world, bearing Ttdth them the 
famous shiine of Notre Dame of Laon and other precious 
relics for which the different churches of this city were 
celebrated. They solicited alms with which to rebuild 
the temples and monasteries consumed by the fire, and 
nobody refused, for wherever the shrine appeared, an 
infinity of miracles testified to the power of the mother 
of God. Already was the half of their pilgrimage ac- 
complished, and immediately after the recovery of mas- 
ter Anselm, they were to set out for Italy and visit that 
country, and finally the Christian provinces of Spain. 

Jacobus, having thanked the stranger Sir this recital, 
which he found very edifying, rose from the table and 
returned to the couch of Anselm, ordering as before 
that he should be left undisturbed in his patient's cham- 
ber. He assured the travellers, on quitting them, that 
if he had not been deceived by the calculations of his 
art, they and their chief might on the morrow resume 
the staff of pilgrimage. 

CHAPTEE XI. 

now JACOBUS BESTOBBD ANSELM. 

When Jacobus entered .Anselm's apartment he per- 
ceived the old man sleeping in a feverish and rest- 
less state. Jacobus profited by the opportunity to 
inspect the treasure that had been deposited there. He 
first examined the shrine of Notre Dame, which was a 
small Byzantine temple in massive gold. It was cov- 
ered with enamels and mosaics, whose wonderful art 
and incalculable value excited by turns his unbounded 



admiration. The rarest and most precious stones had 
been lavished upon it, and the arabesque designs and 
figures were as distinct and as delicate as if they had 
been traced on vellum by the finest pencil and by the 
most patient of illuminators. 

There were also three other reliquaries that were to 
be coveted, even after the incomparable shrine of Notre 
Dame, and, again, numerous coffers overflowing with 
pieces of gold of every description and of every value 
that the piety of the faithful could contribute toward 
the restoration of the churches of Laon. 

Jacobus, amazed, confessed to himself that the cas- 
kets of the Sultan contained no pearls so rare, and that 
his treasury could not harbor such heaps of money in 
silver and in gold. 

Jacobus stood some time contemplating the riches 
displayed before him, and with the mingled emotions of 
an artist and a miser. To go from admiration to covet- 
ousness is easy ; for everybody knows there is but the 
breadth of a hair between them. 

" What," said Jacobus to himself as he sank down 
upon a rude bench opposite a brasier that stood on the 
immense hearthstone, and which contained the dying 
embers of a fire ; " what can be the destiny of this 
Anselm ? By Satan, he may die this very night and I 
may lodge my soul in his carcass — ^never will fete pro- 
vide me with a similar chance to enrich myself I" 

Our hero carefully opened the book of Solomon, and 
the name of Anselm appeared before his eyes. He saw 
that the monk would yet treble the sum he had amassed 
up to that day, and that he would gradually lose his 
companions, and that at a certain period he would 
rem^n the sole custodian of the precious relics, and of 
the accumulated contributions. 

" So, then," thought Jacobus, " a time is to come, 
when, sole depository of this fabulous wealth, Anselm 
will' have to choose between bearing it faithfully to 
Laon or flying with it to the lands of the pagan and the 
infidel. If I were permitted to deliberate, the choice 
would soon be made. The possessions of the church, 
the richest of all, and, indeed, the right of all, let him 
who comes first grasp them ! I reason with Gains, and 
if not by myself in the middle of the night, I would 
even applaud myself. The possessions of the church, of 
what avail? It may be answered that with its pos 
sessions, the church has established schools in which I 
have learned to appreciate its profound doctrine and its 
salutary influence ; hospitals where I may find comfort 
and protection when the world casts me aside, shattered 
and torn with a mind exhausted and a body covered 
with sores, to find a pure white bed and a benevolent 
brother to serve me with unflagging patience. It may 
be answered that with its possessions the church has 
made the earth resplendent with beautiful temples where 
stone seems transformed into foliage and flowers, and 
which support innumerable bands of noble-minded, 
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light-hearted workmen, all of them worthy of the title 
of masters ! Any one sufficiently far-sighted to peer 
into the future, might doubtless foresee the time when 
the church ceasing to overflow with an excess of wealth, 
society will resolve itself into paganism, and find it diffi- 
cult to nourish its old men, instruct its orphans and pre- 
serve in material order its angry crowds of indolent 
workmen, for there would then no longer remain to it 
the divine yoke of the Evangelist or the infernal yoke 
of slavery. But what is all this to me ! What is society 
to me, provided its ruin contributes one instant of 
repose to the pleasure of my eye and to the desires of 
my heart. With the wealth that would nourish for a 
century successively a hundred fiimilies of the honest 
city of Laon, I can maintain myself for my whole life 
as the Croesus of my age. Mine then be it " 

" Brother," exclaimed at this instant a mild and fee- 
ble voice, " you have kindly passed the night by the 
side of an old man, a stranger and one unknown to you 
— ^may God grant you his blessing I" 

Jacobus, surprised in the midst of his feverish solilo- 
quy, remained a few moments without a response to the 
pious gratitude of Anselm. 

"Venerable Father," said he, at length, "you are 
not a stranger or one imknown to the friends of the 
holy church ; another in my place would esteem himself 
only too happy to enjoy the privilege of passing a night 
where he could breathe the fragrant atmosphere of 
your virtues. Drink a drop of this elixir ; it will seciyre 
for you a tranquil and refreshing sleep, after which you 
will be able to resume your blessed journey with re- 
newed ardor." 

The old man swallowed the composing draught and 
at once his features settled into a sweet and tranquil 
expression, and he lay like a patriarch in profoimd slum- 
ber. Jacobus contemplated the figure for a long time, 
and finally spoke : " At early dawn, in a few hours, old 
man, thou art to depart ! Thou wilt set out and drag 
after thee, in company with thy monks as stupid as thy 
mules, and surrounded by thy simple band of citizens, 
that wealth which would surfeit an emperor 1 And I — 
only to feast my eyes with it, must, perforce, join thy 
vagabond crew — ^may curses I" 

" Imbecile !" murmured some one near Jacobus' ears, 
who did not allow his form to be seen ; " Imbecile ! of 
what avail to fly the abbey of Redon, to apostatize at 
Toledo, to rob Haroun and to murder Saphira ! Why 
pause in the presence of a monk as before an insur- 
mountable obstacle ! Thy successors, my worthy Ja- 
cobus, will prove less scrupulous, for when they crave 
the possessions of the church they will begin at once by 
throttling its priests !" 

You might prefer, dear reader, that here, just as 
Satan — for yon have no doubt divined that it was that 
personage — ^had whispered his temptation to commit 
a homicide, I had represented my hero tottering with a ' 



vertigo, bathed in a cold sweat, and regarding with a 
haggard eye, now the glittering jewels and again the 
sleeping patriarch ; that, at the same instant, the val 
of night should be torn asunder by vivid lightning, and 
that the air should resound with howls and deafening 
clamor. — ^I am compelled to state, in order to preserve 
to the end the character of a feithful historian, that 
nothing of the kind occurred. A bright ray of sunshine 
already streamed in through the barred window, and a 
bird's note had already saluted the rising sun, when, 
Jacobus, overhearing the movements outside, judged 
that he had not a moment to lose, if he decided upon 
yielding to the counsels of the demon. 

Man's life hangs by a slender thread. Jacobus 
pressed his thumb upon Anselm's throat, and in five 
minutes the cold and impassible eye of the murderer 
saw that the soul of his aged victim had flown from this 
earth. 

He hastened to read the magic formula. The body 
of the monk immediately revived on the introduction of 
Jacobus' soul into it, and it arose on its bed, and the 
body of Jacobus was transformed into a little cloud, 
and henceforward it never was remote from the shadow 
of the fiilse Anselm. 

(To be continued.) 



HISTOEY OF THE EMPIKE OF KIASG. 

CHAPTBK IX. 
THE PRE88 OV TZE-KIANO — CONTINUED. 

. I MUST not omit to say a few words concerning a 
large and respectable sheet called the Pow-wow. Its 
tendencies are noted by Na-Kin as toward respecta- 
bility and a goodly outward show of regard for religion 
and social decorum. The Pow-wow reflected the staid 
notions of those antiquated citizens who, after an active 
and eventful life crowned with success, had settled" 
down into a quiet but highly influential state of content- 
ment, enforcing ideas and maxims, which, had they 
been kno\vn to them in youth, would have made them 
brilliant lights in their respective vocations. At the 
late day in which these maxims and ideas were used, 
they only served to envelop the class referred to in a 
fog of wisdom, through which the facts of life appeared 
to be unpleasant bug-bears, and to be avoided and re- 
moved out of the way as opportunity afibrded, or as 
comfortable habits permitted, or as was politic and 
efiective through a moderate action based upon the sup- 
port of needy dependents. Amongst those in this class 
who figured first and foremost was the worthy editor of 
the Pow-wow. The sensibilities of the Pow-wow were 
tenderest in respect to infringements on the stated forms 
of religion, and yet without pretending to be religious 
and without seriously being so. Conservatism was the 
motto of that delectable sheet, and its movement was 
ever in a circle, the centre of which never shifted until 



